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AIMS  OF  COMMITTEE 

Discover  the  number,  needs  and  conditions  of  the  sight- 
less in  the  State;  and  get  their  personal  views  as  to  what 
should  be  done  for  their  benefit. 

Investigate  the  laws  and  workshops  of  other  states  rela- 
tive to  the  blind. 

Present  to  the  legislature  facts  gathered,  and  work  for 
the  passage  of  measures  needful. 

Co-operate  with  other  organizations  for  the  conservation 
and  improvement  of  sight  where  found  to  be  defective. 

Foster  the  opening  of  workshops  for  the  blind  which 
would  provide  vocational  training. 

Provide  a field  worker  who  would  stimulate  interest  in 
the  education  of  the  blind. 

Continue  the  above  work  until  such  time  as  the  State 
takes  it  over. 


Have  you  ever  stopped  to  think  what  it  would  mean  to 
you  if  you,  or  any  of  your  loved  ones,  were  suddenly  strick- 
en blind?  Perhaps  you  are  a book  lover,  an  inveterate 
reader;  perhaps  you  are  an  admirer  of  beautiful  land- 
scapes, beautiful  sunsets;  no  matter  what  you  are  or  what 
you  love,  to  be  thus  afflicted  and  in  many  instances  render- 
ed helpless,  as  well  as  suddenly  deprived  of  these  pleasures, 
what  would  it  mean  to  you,  have  you  ever  stopped  to 
think? 

There  are  hundreds  right  here  in  your  own  State  who 
are  thus  afflicted,  and  no  means  provided  to  make  them 
forget,  in  a measure,  their  loss,  and  more  important  than 
all  this,  to  make  them  assets  in  the  community  rather  than 
liabilities. 

$1.00  or  more,  would  do  all  this,  yes,  and  more. 

Make  your  check  payable  to  the  Civic  Clubs  Committee, 
at  the  above  address.  With  each  dollar  contributed  a 
booklet  entitled  “The  Garden  of  Eden  and  Other  Poemms,” 
published  by  the  author,  Charles  M.  Anderson,  for  the 
specific  purpose  of  raising  funds  to  help  carry  on  this  work, 
will  be  sent  as  a souvenir. 
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CopyriBhted  April,  192.S 

CHARLES  M.  ANDERSON 

1519  Laura  Street 

Jacksonville,  Florida 


TO  OUR  ILLUSTRIOUS  TEACHERS 


Fond  memories  always  stimulate, 
A person  to  do  good, 

So  let  us  their  lives  emulate 
And  pattern  as  we  should. 


LIBERTY 


(Tune  America) 

My  brother  ’tis  for  thee, 

To  bow  on  bended  knee 
Praying  to  God. 

Now  is  the  time  to  work, 
Bring  Light  where  evils  lurk 
And  never  duty  shirk, 

His  goodness  laud. 

Feeling  His  presence  near, 
Work  on  and  never  fear 
And  let  all  know. 

On  with  the  righteous  fight, 
Proclaiming  what  is  right. 
Showing  that  Truth  is  might. 
Where’er  we  go. 

Our  country’s  flag  we  raise 
And  its  true  freedom  praise 
As  we  progress. 

Waving  from  sea  to  sea. 

O’er  land  where  all  are  free 
Standing  for  liberty. 

All  nations  bless. 


FLORIDA  TRUTHS 


God’s  country  this  must  surely  be, 

For  never  sunstrokes  do  we  see, 

Nor  icy  blasts  to  strike  us  down. 

Nor  snowy  blankets  o’er  our  town. 

It’s  hot  sometimes  when  in  sun’s  rays. 
But  keep  in  shade  upon  those  days. 

It’s  true  Jack  Frost  may  sometimes  call. 
To  say  hello,  but  that  is  all. 

The  wind  will  sometimes  blow  a gale, 

It  may  be  it’s  some  cyclone’s  tail. 

It  may  be  that  it  wants  to  show. 

That  should  it  wish  too,  it  could  blow. 

With  sunshine  to  insure  the  growth. 

And  rain  fall  plenty  I’ll  make  oath. 
There’s  work  for  those  who  wish  and  will 
And  lots  of  opportunities  still. 

You  see  my  friends  down  here  we  live. 
And  it  is  up  to  us  to  give 
Some  Truths  to  those  who  wish  to  know. 
Why  Florida  is  sure  to  grow. 


THE  GARDEN  OF  EDEN 


When  we  hear  the  story  of  Adam 
And  Eve  in  the  Garden  at  play, 

We  wonder  when  told  that  a serpent, 

Caused  trouble  that  drove  them  away. 

It  seems  that  some  fruit  was  forbidden. 

But  they  ate  of  an  apple  too  green. 

They  thought  the  end  of  the  world  had  come 
And  that  Satan  Himself  they  had  seen. 

When  they  lay  around  and  did  nothing. 

But  curse  their  Creator  above. 

They  found  it  too  late  when  they  realized 
The  meaning  of  Infinite  Love. 

They  had  squandered  all  that  was  given 
them. 

Their  body,  their  brain  and  their  soul. 

And  they  found  that  Judge  Retribution, 

Was  making  them  pay  a just  toll. 


The  good  things  that  God  has  provided, 

For  children  of  His  on  this  earth, 

Were  not  by  either  appreciated. 

For  they  had  enjoyed  them  since  birth. 

The  Good  Book  speaks  of  an  eviction. 

For  they  had  broken  the  law 
And  they  went  forth  into  the  desert. 

To  a place  they  had  ne’er  seen  before. 

In  their  stress  they  sought  their  Creator 
And  we  do  the  very  same  way. 

We  call  on  our  Maker  when  broken. 

As  out  of  the  Garden  we  stray. 

Keep  body  and  mind  full  of  vigor 

And  learn  how  to  serve  your  God  well. 
Then  all  of  the  time  you  are  on  this  earth, 
In  the  Garden  of  Eden  you’ll  dwell. 


COMPENSATION  AND  RETRIBUTION 


(Tune:  “Coronation") 


As  I repose  at  time  for  rest, 

And  during  active  hour, 

I think  of  things  with  which  I’m  blest, 
Made  mine  by  higher  Power. 

These  blessings  are  for  every  one. 
From  lowly  to  the  high. 

They’re  compensation  for  work  done. 
To  do  good,  let  all  try. 

As  sure  as  good  things  come  to  one, 
When  efforts  made  are  true. 

We  feel  the  law  called  retribution. 
When  wrong  course  we  pursue. 


THE  BEACH 


As  far  as  human  eye  can  reach, 

One  sees  near  Jacksonville  a beach, 
Where  tides  disclose  the  Master’s  hand, 
Creating  best  in  all  the  land. 

No  mortal  man  with  wealth  untold. 
Produces  such  as  waves  unfold. 

For  stretching  thirty  miles  or  more. 

The  world  has  ne’er  seen  such  before. 

As  Jacksonville  by  leap  and  bound. 
Progresses  now  that  she  is  found. 

The  world  will  justly  homage  pay. 

To  those  who  settle  here  to  stay. 


OUR  BEACH 

Where  save  in  Florida, 

Can  you  find 

Another  beach  of  the  Jacksonville  kind. 

With  its  long  broad  stretch  of  hard  packed  sand, 
The  autoists’  Paradise  of  the  land. 


NOT  A DREAM 


Since  our  home  has  luxury  added, 
With  our  Radio  at  hand, 

We  can  hear  the  finest  singing 
And  the  lectures  and  the  band. 

Sitting  there  esconsed  in  comfort. 

In  the  depths  of  an  old  armchair 
Turning  magic  dials  to  numbers. 
Getting  music  everywhere. 

As  I sat  there  in  the  silence. 

Better  to  enjoy  the  treat, 

I imagined  I was  carried. 

To  the  place  my  ear  did  greet. 

First  I found  myself  in  Gotham, 

In  the  Biltmore  dining  well. 

There  I sat  in  calm  reflection. 

As  the  music’s  notes  did  swell. 


Then  I moved  the  dials  a little, 
Sitting  near  to  New  Orleans, 

There  the  jazz  was  going  gaily. 
While  they  served  up  Spanish  beans. 

This  brought  memories  of  tamales. 
That  I ate  long  years  ago. 

So  I skipped  up  to  Chicago, 

Facing  wind  and  lots  of  snow. 

Back  to  Nashville  dials  whisked  me. 
Here  I found  a minstrel  show. 

Better  one  was  not  expected, 

I had  not  real  far  to  go. 

Like  a spook  I felt  transported. 

First  quite  far  and  then  real  near, 
’Till  my  wife  called  me  to  slumber. 
Dear  ole  Jax  still  coming  clear. 


DEAR  OLE  SANTA  CLAUS 


The  Spirit  of  Santa  is  free  all  this  week, 

And  into  the  furthermost  corners  he’ll  seek 
To  hunt  out  the  little  ones  that  he  holds  dear, 
And  bring  to  them  all  the  season’s  good  cheer. 
Have  you  ever  yet  taken  part  in  the  game. 

And  donned  all  his  clothes,  taken  bag  and  his 
name 

And  looked  all  about  you  in  order  to  give 
Some  pleasure  to  others,  who  also  must  live? 


GREETINGS 

If  I could  send  upon  the  air, 

A message  thus  to  you, 

I feel  that  static  would  be  fair 
And  help  my  greetings  through. 

Then  you  would  hear  on  crystal  set, 
Or  any  kind  you  use, 

A greeting  you  would  not  forget 
This  is  the  one  I’d  choose. 

A Happy  New  Year  to  you. 


THE  RAIN  DROP 


The  world  loves  the  little  rain  drop, 

As  it  falls  from  the  skies  above, 

Bent  on  an  errand  of  mercy. 

It  shows  us  His  Infinite  Love. 

It  had  risen  high  from  the  waters. 

It  was  free  from  all  worldly  taint. 

And  when  it  returned  to  its  work  here. 
Was  as  pure  as  a virgin  or  saint. 

When  resting  on  the  bosom  of  Nature, 

It  was  kissed  by  a beam  of  the  Sun, 

Thus  starting  a new  creation 
And  it  knew  that  its  work  was  done. 

Beauty  we  see  in  the  lost  one. 

That  was  caught  by  a flower  in  its  flight. 
For  it  held  in  its  arms  a rainbow. 

Until  day  ran  into  the  night. 


PHILOSOPHY  IN  SMALL  DOSES 


A man  to  make  progress  must  first  set  his  mark, 
Then  work  in  the  sunshine  and  not  in  the  dark. 
The  rungs  of  the  ladder  up  which  he  must 
climb, 

Are  the  errors  of  others  one  sees  all  the  time. 

— 0 — 

Improve  each  hour,  yes,  every  second. 

At  the  end  of  the  year  you’ll  find  all  reckoned, 
And  thus  you’ll  see  whate’er  your  aim. 

That  is  the  way  to  win  the  game. 

— o — 

The  timid  man  tries  hard  to  fly 
His  kite  from  hills  not  very  high. 

The  man  with  courage  at  his  back, 

Makes  clouds  his  endless  airship’s  track. 


COURAGE  LOST,  ALL  LOST 

When  you  are  in  despair  just  smile. 
But  keep  on  working  all  the  while 
And  do  the  best  you  can. 

Remember  brighter  days  will  come 
And  just  as  surely  you’ll  have  some, 
So  fight  on  like  a man. 


LOVE’S  POWER 

What  wondrous  power  Love  has  to  give 
The  higher  things  for  which  we  live, 

It  matters  not  where  Mortals  be, 

When  thoughts  inspired  by  Love  are  free. 

Results  will  follow  in  their  wake. 

No  one  this  Golden  Chain  can  break. 

No  ills  of  man  but  what  will  yield 
To  persons  with  this  Truth  for  shield. 

All  misery  too  shall  fade  away. 

When  friends  a little  Love  display. 

No  broken  hearts  unmended  go. 

For  Love  within  the  way  will  show 


MOTHER’S  HANDS 


Mother’s  hands  were  always  ready, 

To  caress  and  comfort  me. 

Through  my  locks  she  ran  her  fingers, 
When  she  held  me  on  her  knee. 

Hands  that  once  were  soft  and  shapely. 
Show  us  plainly  time  and  toil. 

Have  left  its  marks  of  service  there. 

For  Dame  Nature  we  cannot  foil. 

Chorus 

Mother’s  hands  I always  see  them. 

When  I’m  home  or  far  away. 

Planning  something  for  our  comfort. 

Using  them  the  livelong  day. 

Mother’s  hands  are  always  ready. 

As  they  were  long  years  ago. 

They’re  not  as  quick  and  nimble  now. 
Always  sure,  but  a trifle  slow. 

Using  hands  to  furnish  comforts. 

Never  tiring  with  her  task. 

Serving  us  while  life  doth  linger. 

Always  giving  what  we  ask. 


DOING  ONE’S  SHARE 


If  every  man  and  woman, 

Throughout  this  whole  big  land, 

Should  stand  with  shoulders  touching, 
There’d  be  one  strong  big  band. 

The  buck  would  not  be  passing. 

From  every  Tom  and  Dick, 

For  each  would  do  his  duty. 

And  to  their  task  would  stick. 

“George  will  do  it,”  many  cry. 

And  thus  they  onward  slide. 

Now  it’s  up  to  every  one, 

To  help  to  turn  the  tide. 

If  Bill  would  get  real  busy. 

And  Mary  do  her  best. 

We’d  all  have  work  a plenty. 

As  well  as  time  for  rest. 

Don’t  wait  until  tomorrow. 

Get  on  the  job  today. 

And  then  let’s  rally  ’round  the  Flag, 

And  say  “hip,  hip,  hurray!” 


OUR  FUTURE 


As  the  months  roll  on  into  years  of  toil. 

We  find  that  Dame  Nature  we  cannot  foil. 

For  standing  as  Sentinel  watching  our  acts, 

We  get  our  reward  or  pay  a just  tax. 

With  all  the  chances  now  open  to  man, 

Pick  out  the  right  ones  and  all  others  ban. 

The  failures  of  others  will  make  clear  the  way 
So  stick  to  the  right,  be  sure  you  don’t  stray. 

It’s  hard  for  young  men  to  see  the  bright  light 
They  worry  along  and  put  up  no  fight. 

But  the  man  that  gets  out  and  works  up-stream. 
Wins  goal  of  victory,  his  boyhood’s  dream. 

So  let  us  look  forward  for  five  or  ten  years 
And  throw  to  the  winds  all  our  worries  and 
fears 

For  the  heart  that  is  heavy  never  wins  fame. 
Or  comes  out  successful,  in  any  real  game. 


OUR  FLORIDA  SUNSETS 


We  sat  beside  the  river  cool, 

Beneath  a stately  oak, 

And  clinging  to  its  spreading  limbs, 
Moss  hung,  a golden  cloak. 

For  on  it,  dancing  gaily  there. 

The  setting  sunbeams  played. 

And  so  we  sat  and  marveled  long 
As  on  and  on  we  stayed. 

From  gold  to  pink  and  dazzling  red. 
Old  Sol  displayed  these  hues. 

Until  at  last  he  sank  in  west 
To  beam  on  other  views. 

But  ere  the  rosy  glow  had  gone, 

The  silver  moon  arose. 

And  spread  a sheen  on  festooned  oak. 
That  none  but  artist  knows. 

Where  will  you  find  such  sunsets  rare. 
That  inspirations  raise. 

Except  where  balmy  breezes  blow. 
And  carry  forth  our  praise? 


OUR  DINNER 


Our  duck  a handsome  drake  was  he, 
But  from  henceforth  he  will  not  be, 

The  little  duck  that  once  said  “quack” 
Is  lying  now  upon  his  back. 

One  day  the  duckey  ran  away. 

No  longer  did  he  wish  to  stay. 

For  he  had  just  received  a hunch. 

About  an  awful  hungry  bunch. 

At  last  the  duck  thought  he  was  free. 
To  take  himself  to  lake  or  sea. 

Before  he  left  for  parts  unknown. 

The  duck  wished  partner  of  his  own. 
And  this  is  why  the  duck  went  back. 

To  where  as  duckling  he  did  quack. 
But  this  he  found  a sad  mistake. 

For  owner’s  duckeys  don’t  forsake. 
And  soon  he  rode  in  cotton  sack. 

To  his  new  home  was  toted  back. 

His  little  breast  that  once  held  heart. 

Is  filled  up  now  with  apples  tart. 

For  he  was  fattened  for  this  day. 

His  wings  were  cut:  he  had  to  stay. 

And  when  he’s  cooked  to  a rich  brown. 
You  don’t  need  much  to  help  him  down. 
Had  I missed  dining  on  that  duck. 

It  surely  would  have  been  tough  luck. 


OPTIMISM 

As  I sit  in  calm  reflection 

And  ponder  o’er  the  things  that  be, 

I rejoice  that  all  my  loved  ones 
I can  hear,  if  I cannot  see. 

I can  hear  the  rippling  waters 
As  I sit  close  by  the  stream, 

I can  hear  the  birds  all  singing, 

I get  the  vistage  in  day  dream. 

I can  feel  the  heart  a beating. 

When  I grasp  the  hand  of  friend. 

It  seems  that  when  one  sense  we  lose. 
To  others  nature  more  will  lend. 


REFLECTION 

When  that  time  comes, 

That  soul  and  flesh  do  part 

And  deep  within  the  breast  are  stilled, 

The  beatings  of  the  heart. 

Shall  we  then  find 

Stored  up  in  memories’  sacred  vault. 

Those  treasures  rare. 

That  make  for  us  a Heaven  here  and  every- 
where. 
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